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Cates. I,on my life, and hopes to find you forward, 

V pon his partic/or the gaine thereof: 

? And thereupon he lends you this-good newes. 

That this fame very day your enemies. 

The Kindred of the Queene,muft dye at Pomfret. 

Haft. Indeed I am no mourner for chat newes, 
Becaufc they hauc beene ftill my aduerfaries: 

. But,that He giue my voice on Richards fide. 

To barre my Matters Heires in true Defcent, 

God knowes I will not doe it,to the death, 

Cates , God keepe your Lordttiip in that gracious 
minde. 

Haft. But I fliall laugh at this a twelue-month hence. 
That they which brought me in my Matters hate, 

I liue to looke vpon their Tragcdie. 

Well Catesby, ere a fort-night make me older, 

He fend lome packing,that yet thinkc not on r. 

Cates. Tis a vile thing to dye,my gracious Lord, 
When men are-vnprcpar’d,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O monftrou5,monftrous! and fo falls it out 
With Risers .Vaughan .Grey: and fo’twill doc 
With fome men elfe,that thinkc thcmfelues as fafe 
As thou and I,who(as thou know’ft) are deare 
To Princely Richard t z \\d to Buckingham. 

Cates. The Princes both make high account of you, 
For they account his Head vpon the Bridge. 

Haft. I know they doe,and 1 haue well deferu’d it, 

Enter Lord Stanley. 

Come on,comc on,wherc is your Bore-fpeare man ? 
Feare you the Bore,and goe fo vnprouided ? 

Stan. My Lord good morrow,good morrow (fatesby: 
You may ieaft on, but by the holy Rood, 

I doe not like thefe feuerall Counccls,!. 

Haft. My Lord J hold my Life as deare as yours, 

And neuer in my dayes,l doe proceft. 

Was it fo precious to me,as’tis now: 

Thinke you,but that I know our ftate fecure, 

I would be fo triumphant as lam? 
iSWThe Lords at Pomfret,whe they rode from London, 
Were iocund,and fuppos’d their ftates were fure, 

And they indeed had no caufe to miftruft: 

But yet you fee,how foone the Day o’re-caft. 

This fudden ftab of Rancour I mifdoubt; 

Pray God (I fay) I proue a ncedlcfic Coward. 
What,ftull we toward the Tower? the day is fpenr* 

Haft. Come,come,haue with you: 

Wot you what, my Lord, 

To day the Lords you talks of,are beheaded. 

Sta. They/or their tnith,might better wear their Heads, 
Then fome that hauc accus’d thcm,weare their Hats. 

But come,my Lord^et's away. 

Enter a Furfuiuant. 

Haft. Goe on before, lie talke with this good fellow. 

Exit Lord Stanley,a»d Catesby. 

How now,Sirrha ? how goes the World with thee ? 

Purf, The better,that your Lordfhip pleafe to aske. 
Haft. I tell thee man/cis better with me now. 

Then when thou met’ft me laft,where now we meet: 

Then was I going Prifoner to the Tower, 

By the fuggeftion of the Quecnes Allyes. 

But now I tell thee (keepe it to thy felfe ) 

This day thofe Enemies arc put to death, 


And I in better ftate then ere I was. 

Purf. God hold ir, 

to your Honors po A 
Haft, Gramcrcie fellow : '’there,drinketh 0n - ent - 

Thrones him hie pHft 1 n,c < 
Purf. I thanke your Honor. £vif 


Xit P*rJu 




Enter a Prieft. 

Trieft. Well met,my Lord,I am glad to fee j 

I thanke thee,good Sir with all , 

in your debt,for your laft Exercile: ^ c Jrt. 


nor. 

Haft. 

Iam 

Come the next Sabboth, and I will content y 0l 
Prieft. lie wait vpon your Lordfhip. ‘ 


; y°ur Ho, 


Enter 'Buckingham. 

Bttc. What,talking with a Prieft,LordChamb Pf i • 
Your friends at Pomfret.they doe need the K“ nc) 
Your Honor hath no (hriuing wotke in hand * 
Haft . Good faith,and when I met thishotoman 

The men you talke ot'eame into my minde, 1 ’ 

What,goe you toward the Tower? 

Buc. I doe,my Lord,but long I cannot flay there- 
I inall returne before your Lordfhip,thence/ 

Haft. Nay like enough,for 1 ftay Dinner there 
Buc. And Supper too,although thou know’ft it 
s£omc,will you goe ? 

Haft. lie wait vpon your Lordfhip. £ x 


Seem 'Tertict. 


£nter Sir Richard Ratclffi, with Halberds,cmjin^ 
the Nobles to death at Pomfret. 

Ritters. Sir Richard Ratc/ife,\ct me tell thee this, 

To day (halt thou behold a Si bicft die. 

For Truth/or Dutie,and for Loyaltic. 

Cjrey. God blefle the Prince from all the Pack of you, 
A Knot you are^of damned Blood-fuckers. 

Vaugh. You liuc x tnat flhall cry vvoc for this hecre- 
afeer. 

Rat . Difpatchjthclimit of your Liucsisout. 
Riuers. O Pomfrei,Pomfret! O thou bloody Prifon! 
Fatal! and ominous to Noble Pceres: 

Within the guiltie Clofure of thy Walls, 

Orchard the Second here was hackt to death: 

And for more (lander to thy difmall Scat, 

Wee giue to thee our guiltlefle blood to drinke. 

Grey. Now Margarets Curfc is falae vpon our Heads, 
When fhee exclaim’d on Hafhngs.yo\s^ii\^ 

For (landing by,when Richard ftab’d her Sonne. 

Riuers . Then curs’d fhcc Richard, 

Then curs’d fhec Buckingham, 

Then curs'd fhee Hafltngs, Oh remember God, 

To heare her prayer for them,as now for vs; 

And for my Sitter,and her Princely Sonnes, 

Be fati$fy’d,deareGod,with our true blood, 

Which,as thou know’ft,vniuitly mutt be fpilt. 

Rat. Make haftc,thehoure of death is expire. 

Riuers. Come Grey.,co\nc Vaughan f \ct vs here embrace 

FarewclLvntill we mectaeainc in Heauen. 

V & Exeunt. 

Seen 
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Scxna Quartd. 


<TUf iTfe mdTfeathofRic hardthe Third. J 8 9 _ 

-- ■*.> Thcrc’Tfome conceit or other likes him well. 

When that he bids good morrow with fuch fpirit. 

I thinke there’s neuer a man in Chriftendomc 
Can lefler hide his loue,or hace,then hee. 

For by his Face ftraight {ball you know his Heart. 

Darb. What of his Heart perceiue you in his Face, 
By any liuelyhood he fhew'd to day ? 

Haft. Mary,that with no man here he is oftended: 
For were he,he had fhewnc it in his Lookcs. 


Pnter Buckingham Darby, Hastings Bifhop of Ely, 
1 Norfolk? > Ratcliffe, L oueftrvith ethers ,, 
at a Table. 


trj Now Noble Peeres",the caufe why vye are met, 

. ^ermine of the Coronation: 

5 rocii Name fpeake,when is the Roy all day ? 

111 ruck- aH thin § s reafly ft>rthe Ro > ra,! un,c ? 
mb. It is > ancJ wants but Dom,nacion ' 

r/, Tomorrow then I iudge a happie day. 

vU.Who knowes the Lord Protedors mind herein? 
who ismoft inward with the Noble Duke ? 

£ lj. Your Giace,wc th’inke, ftiould fooneft know his 

We know each others Faces: for our Hearts, 

He knowes no more of minc,thenl of yours, 

Otlof his,my Lord,then you of mine: 

Lord HaftingU you and he are nccre in lone. 

Haft. I thanke his Grace,I know he loues me well: 
But for hispurpofc in the Coronation, 

I haue hot founded him,nor he deliuer’d 
His gracious pleafure any way therein : 

B u t you, my Honorable Lords.may name the time, 

And in the Dukes behalfe lie giue my Voice, 

Which I prefume hee’Ie take in gentle part. 

Enter Gloucefter. 


Enter Richard, and Buckingham. 

Rich. I pray you all,tell me what they defertie, 

That doe confpire my death with diuellifh Plots 
Of damned Witchcraft,and that hauc preuail’d 
Vpon my Body with their Hcllilh Charmcs. 

Haft. The tender louc I beareyourGrace,my Lord, 
Makes me rooft forward,in this Princely preience. 

To doome th’Offendors,whofoe’re they be : 

1 fay.niy Lord,they haue deferued death. 

Rich. Then be your eyes the witnefle of their etfill. 
Looke how I am bewitch’d : behold,mine Armc 
Is like a blafted Sapling,wither’d vp : 

And this is Edwards Wife,that monftrous Witclr, 
Conlorted with that Harlor.Strumpet Shore , 

That by their Witchcraft thus haue marked me. 

Haft, if they haue done this deed,my Noble Lord. 
Rich. If? thou Prote&or of this damned Strumpet, 

Talk’ft thou to me of Ifs: thou art a Traytor, 

Oft" with his Head; now by Saint Vesd'l fvlveare, .j 

I will not dine,vntill I fee the fame. 

Ewell and Ratcltffe,\oaVc that it be done: , Exeunt^ 

The reft that loue me, rile,‘and follow me. 


Ely In happie time,hcre comes the Duke himfelfe. 
Rtch.Uy Noble Lords,andCoufins all,good morrow: 
Ibauebcenelongafleeper: butT truft. 

My abfence doth negledl no great defigne, 

Which by my prefence might haue becnc concluded. 

Buck, Had y o i not come vpon your Qjny Lord, 
Villiam, Lord HaftmgsfxzA pronounc’d your part; 

Imeanc your Voice,lor Crowning of the King. 

&&.Tben my Lord Hafltngs,no man might be bolder, 
His Lordlhip knowes me Weii,and loues me well. 

MyLord of Ely.when I was laft in Holborne, 

1 i'aw good Strawberries in your Garden there, 

I doe bcfeech you,fend for fome of them. 

£lj. Mary and will.my Lord,wi;h all my heart. 

Exit BlfheJ). 

%icb. Coufin of Buckingham,a word with you. 

Cattsby hath founded Hafltngs in ourbufineffe, 

And ftndes the tefticGentleman fo hot, 

That he will loie his Head,ere giue confent 
His Mailers Child,as worlhipfully he tearmes it. 

Shall lofe the Royaltie of Englands Throne. 

Buck. Withdraw your felfca while,Ile goe with you. 

Exeunt. 

Dark.We haue not yet fet downe this day ofTriumph: 
To morrow'in my iudgement.is too fudden. 

For I my felfe am not io well prouided, 

As elfe I would be,were the day prolong’d. 

Enter the Bi/hop of Ely. 

Ely. Where is nay Lord, the Duke of Glofter ? 

I haue fent for thefe Strawberries. 
fk.His Grace looks chearfully & frnooth this morning, 


(Jffanet Loue 11 and Ratcliffe, with the 
Lord Hafttngs, 

Haft. Woe,woe for England, not a whit for me. 

For T,too fond,might haue preuented this : 

Stanley did drcame,the Bore did rowfe our Helmes, 

And 1 did fcorne it,and dildainc to flye: 

Three times to day my Foot-Cloth-Horfe did (Tumble, 
And flatted, when he look’d vpon the Tower, 

As loth to bsarc ok to the flaughter-houfe. 

O now I need the P,ricft,that fpake to me : 

I now repent I told the Purfuiuant, 

As too triumphing,how mine Enemies 
To day at Pomfret bloodily were butcher’d. 

And I my felfe fecure,in grace and fauour. 

Oh Margaret,Margaret,none thy hcauie Curfc 
Js lighted on poore Hafltngs wretched Head. 

W<i.Come,come,difpatch,the Duke would be at dinner: 
Make a (liort Shrift,he longs to fee your Head, 

Haft. O momentarie grace of mortall men. 

Which we more hunt for,thenthegrace of God ! 

Who builds his hope in ayre of your good Lookcs, 

Lines like a drunken Sayleron a Maft, 

Readie with euery Nod to tumble downe, 

Into the fatall Bowels of t’neDeepc. 

Lou. Come,come,difpatch,'tis bootlefle to exciaimc. 
Haft. O bloody Richard: miferable England, 

I prophecie the fcarcfuH’ft time to thee, 

That euer wretched Age hath look’d vpon. 

Come.lead me to the Block,beare him my Head, 

They fmiie at me, who (hortly (hall be dead. 

Exeunt. 

f Enter j 











































































